RUSSELL  GREEN (QUEEN'S)
PLEADING
ARE we not all as unknown merchantmen Come from a distant haven, freighted all With cunous cargo of unsorted wares ? And if the ensign wavering over us Chance at the first to be unrecognized, What matter?   Surely nothing can ensure The worth of all the hidden merchandise Save but to see.   And if without assay One have dismissed a sea-worn argosy, Deep-laden as the ships of old that came From Ophir,
Wave-weary, seeking the long harbourage So often miraged, in the clouds of hope. . Well I to the deep it must -beat out again, Drive back into the weary silences.
*             *           *           *           * Why should one thwart the Sower as he sows, Or burn the furrows ere the seed be Sprung Even to the tender blade?
There might have come the full corn in the ear, Sighing before the slow*soft winds of night, Full harvest for a splendid garnering.
*             *           *           *           *
Why should you be but one more broken dream, A melancholy memory till the far     ,   * Endings of the earth and faltering fall of life?
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